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future of countries. But he does it not in the spirit of
a statesman looking for political truth, but in the doubt-
ing mood of a traveller of our day who on the very
threshold of the East has questioned himself as to the
ultimate truth of travel; whether perchance it was no
more than the mastery of first impressions; and whether
the sanity of our outlook on the world consists in secret
revolt against its facts but in the final acceptance of the
whole, or in the conformity with all the multiple forms
and the mental rejection of life's inscrutable purpose?
It is this mood which makes him so responsive to the
inner promptings suggested by travel, which informs
the felicitous rendering of his visual impressions. This
it is that forces him, while looking out into the night
from the deck of an Irrawaddy flotilla steamer, to
admit to himself man's secret antagonism to the wilder-
ness; or during his few hours' stay in Bhamo, a town
on the very frontier of the Chinese enigma, where
caravans incessantly come and go through mysterious
valleys and where people live on rumours from day to
day, to absorb its spirit of secrecy and waiting and hear
suddenly around him "the whisper of innumerable
hills passing on one to another the restless murmur of
men's hearts." Very modern in impressions, in appreci-
ations, in curiosities, and in his very love of the mother
earth, of whose children he has written subtly and
tenderly in some three volumes of characteristic tales;
a traveller of our day, condemned to make his dis-
coveries on beaten tracks, he looks on, sensitive,
meditative, with delicate perceptions and a gift for
expression, alive to the saving grace of human and
historical associations; and while pursuing amongst
the men busy with ascertained facts the riddles pre-
sented by a world in transition, he seems to have
captured for us the spirit of modern travel itself.